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MAY I JOIN THE CHOIR INVISIBLE ! 

OMAY I join the choir invisible 
Of those immortal dead who live again 
In minds made better by their presence ; live 
In pulses stirred to generosity, 
In deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn 
Of miserable aims that end with self. 
In thoughts sublime that pierce the night like stars, 
And with their mild persistence urge men's minds 
To vaster issues. 



So to live is heaven : 
To make undying music in the world, 
Breathing a beauteous order that controls 
With growing sway the growing life of man. 
So we inherit that sweet purity 
For which we struggled, failed and agonized 
With widening retrospect that bred despair. 
Rebellious flesh that would not be subdued, 
A vicious parent shaming still its child, 
Poor, anxious penitence is quick dissolved-^ 



O MAY I JOIN THE CHOIR INVISIBLE ! 

Its discords, quenched by meeting harmonies, 

Die in the large and charitable air ; 

And all our rarer, better, truer self. 

That sobbed religiously in yearning song. 

That watched to ease the burden of the world, 

Laboriously tracing what must be, 

And what may yet be better — saw rather 

A worthier image for the sanctuary 

And shaped it forth before the multitude, 

Divinely human, raising worship so 

To higher reverence more mixed with love — 

That better self shall live till human Time 

Shall fold its eyelids, and the human sky 

Be gathered like a scroll within the tomb 

Unread forever. 



This is life to come. 
Which martyred men have made more glorious 
For us who strive to follow. 



May I reach 
That purest heaven — be to other souls 
The cup of strength in some great agony, 
Enkindle generous ardor, feed pure love, 



O MAY I JOIN THE CHOIR INVISIBLE I 

Beget the smiles that have no cruelty, 
Be the sweet presence of a good diffused, 
And in diffusion ever more intense ! 
So shall I join the choir invisible 
Whose music is the gladness of the world. 



[low THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS 
FROM GHENT TO AIX. 



I SPRANG to the stirrup, and Joria and he : 
I ,ij,;ill(jped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three; 
■■(miuiI siKjod!" cried the watch as the gate-bolta 

"Spi'i^d!" echoed the wall to us galloping tlirough. 
Buliiiul shut the pusTmi. the liglits sank lo rt-st, 
And into tlui niidni;^lit. wc irallujietl aia-uasl. 



Not a word to each utli.-v ; wv kept tin- great pai 
Neck by neek, stride by sti'ide. never cbaiigiiig 

pkee ; 
I turni-d in uiy saddle and made its givtlis tiglil 
Tlieii ..bnrteni'd rarh >timi|) and set the |.ii)Ue ri 
Keliuekled Hie elir.^k-slrap. eliaiiied slacker the bi 
Nni- galloped h'ss steadily l!uland ;i wliii. 



'Twas iiiodnset at starting: Imt wliilr we d 
Lokeren. the cnrks crew and twiligbl ilawn 
At liunm a gri'at vellow stai' eaiiir 'Hit {<< 



elear; 




AT AERSCHOT Ul' LliAPED OF A SUDDEN THE SUN. 









1 ^w^N ; 
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NOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS. 

At Diiflfeld 'twas morning as plain as could be; 
And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half- 
chime — 
So Joris broke silence with " Yet there is time ! " 

At Aerschot up leaped of a sudden the sun, 

And against him the cattle stood black every one, 

To stare through the mist at us galloping past; 

And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last 

With resolute shoulders, each butting away 

The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray ; 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear 

bent back 
For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track. 
And one eye's black intelligence — ever that glance 
O'er its white edge at me, his own master, askance ; 
And the thick heavy spume-flakes, which aye and 

anon 
His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on. 

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Joris, " Stay 
spur ! 

Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault's not in her; 
We'll remember at Aix " — for one heard the quick 
wheeze 



HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS. 

Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering 

knees, 
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank, 
As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank. 

So we were left galloping, Joris and I, 
Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky; 
The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh ; 
'Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like 

chaff; 
Till over by Delhem a dome spire sprung white, 
And " Gallop," gasped Joris, " for Aix is in sight ! 

-' How they'll greet us ! " — and all in a moment 

his roan 
Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone ; 
And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight 
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her 

fate. 
With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim, 
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets' rim. 

Then I cast loose mv buff-coat, each holster let fall, 
Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all, 
Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear. 
Called my Roland his pet name, my horse without 
peer — 



HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS, 

Clapped my hands, laughed and sung, any noise, 

bad or good. 
Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood. 

And all I remember is friends flocking around, 
As I sate with his head twixt my knees on the 

ground ; 
And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine 
As I poured down his throat our last measure of 

wine. 
Which (the burgesses voted by common consent) 
Was no more than his due who brought good news 

from Ghent. 
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MOTHER AND POET. 

DI:AI)! one of them shot bv the sea in the east. 
Anil ime of them shot in the west by the sea. 
Ih-iuil liuili my hoys! When you sit at the feast 
And iuo wanting a. great song for Italy free. 
Let none look at me! 



Yut I was a poftfss only la^t yt;ai-. 

And gijixl at my ail fur a woman, nii'ii said. 
But Mw woman- fins. vvIju is agunizt-d lioiv. 

Tlie I'ast sea and wu^t sea rliyinu on in Ikt liead 
ForcvLT inr^tuad. 

What art i.-an woman be good at? Oh, vain! 

Wliat art /.s shu good at. but liuiliug liur breast 
With ibu milk-te^'tli of babes, and a .sndle at tlio 



ov.>. buw vuu lun't 1 you wi 
ou jiressed. 

And / nnmd bv tliat test. 



MOTHER AND POET. 

What's art for a woman ? To hold on her knees 
Both darlings ! to feel all their arms round her 
throat 
Cling, strangle a little ! To sew by degrees, 

And 'broider the long clothes and neat little coat ! 
To dream and to dote. 



To teach them ... It stings there. / made them 
indeed 
Speak plain the word ^ country.' I taught them, 
no doubt, 
That a country's a thing men should die for at need. 
/ prated of liberty, rights, and about 
The tyrant turned out. 



And when their eyes flashed, oh, my beautiful eyes ! 

T exulted ! nay, let them go forth at the wheels 
Of the guns, and denied not. But then the surprise, 
When one sits quite alone ! Then one weeps, then 
one kneels ! 

— God ! how the house feels. 



At first happy news came, in gay letters moiled 
With my kisses, of camp-life and glory, and how 



MOTHER AND POET 

They both loved me, and soon, coming home to be 
spoiled, 
In return would fan off every fly from my brow 
With their green laurel bough. 



Then was triumph at Turin. * Ancona was free ! * 
And some one came out of the cheers in the street, 

With a face pale as stone to say something to me. 
My Guido was dead ! 1 fell down at his feet 
While they cheered in the street. 



1 bore it — friends soothed me : my grief looked 
sublime 
As the ransom of Italy. One boy remained 
To be leant on and walked with, recalling the time 
When the first grew immortal, while both of us 
strained 

To the height he had gained. 



And letters still came — shorter, sadder, more strong. 

Writ now but mi one hand. I was not to faint, 
One loved me for two . . . would be with me ere 
long. 
And ^ Viva Italia ' lie died for, our saint. 
Who forbids our complaint. 




dead! one of them shot ry the sea in tkv. ^.ksa, 

AND OWE OF THEM SHOT IN THE. VJ^SY W Tftt '*«-*'• 



MOTHER AND POET 

My Nanni would add, ^he was safe and aware 
Of a presence that turned off the balls . . . was 
imprest 
It was Guido himself, who knew what 1 could bear, 
And how 'twas impossible, quite dispossessed, 
To live on for the rest.' 

On which, without pause, up the telegraph line, 

Swept smoothly the next news from Gaeta — Slvot. 
TeU his mother. Ah, ah ! ^ his,' ' their ' mother : not 
' mine.' 
No voice says ' my mother ' again to me. What ! 
You think Guido forgot ? 

Are souls straight so happy that, dizzy with Heaven, 
They drop earth's affection, conceive not of woe? 

I think not. Themselves were too lately forgiven 
Through that Love and Sorrow which reconciled so 
The Above and Below. 

Christ of the seven wounds, who look'dst through 
the dark 
To the face of thy mother! consider, I pray. 
How we common mothers stand desolate, mark. 
Whose sons, not being Christs, die with eyes 
turned away, 

And no last word to say! 



MOTHER AND POET. 

Bnlh buys dead! but that's out of nature. We all 
Have \\v\-x\ patriots, yet each liouse must always 
keep one. 
■'rwcn- iiulii'cile hewing out roads to a wall, 

-Uid \\\\v\\ Italy's made, for what end is it done 
If we have not a son? 

Ah! all! ah! when Gaeta's taken, what then? 

^^ lien ilic fair, wicked queen sits no more at her i 

>pnrt J 

Of the fire-halls of death crashing souls out of men? 
When your guns of riiv;ilH, with final retort. 
Have cut the L^anie s]i<ii-t — 

AVheii \'enice ami llenn; keep their new jniiilce. 
When yiiur lla- takes all lleaveiL fur its white, 
i:tven, and red. 
Wlii'U >j'ut 1i;lvc ynui- cianitrv from iiKiniitain to sea. 
When Kin-- Vietnr has Ilaly's eruwn un his head. 
(And I ha\e my dead) 



What then? ])u nut ninek me! All. ring vuur 
liells low! 
And hni'n vunr ligliis faintly. JA/ eeiintry is there, 
Aliuv,. llie star ^rirknl U ihr la>L peak <A snow. 
J/y Italy's i|)i'iv — wiili my hrav civic Tair, 
To di4ra\ir.\u.,. dr^V'iii'- 



MOTHER AND POET 

Forgive me. Some women bear children in strength. 
And bite back the crj' of their pain in self-scorn, 

But the birth-pangs of nations will wring us at length 
Into wail such as this ! and we sit on forlorn 
When the man-child is born. 



Dead ! one of them shot by the sea in the west ! 

And one of them shot in the east by the sea ! 
Both ! both my boys ! If, in keeping the feast. 

You want a great song for your Italy free, 
liCt none look at me ! 



NATURE'S LADY. 

TIIIIEE years she grew in suu and shower,, 
'I'Ik'h Nature said, "A lovelier flower 
Oil f:irtli was never sown; 
Tliis diild I to myself will take, 
She filijtll be mine, and I will make 
A lady uf my own. 




'■ Myself will to my darling be 

Both law and iiupul.-ie : and witli me 

Tlie Girl, in ruck and plain, 

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower. 

Shall feel an overseeing power 

Tu Idudli; ur re.strain. 



•■ Sbe shall by s])ortive as the fawn 
■rh;il. wild with glrL- acn>.<^ tbt^ lawn 
Or up th. mountain sprin.L's ; 
Aim) hfvs .^liall be tlir biralliin^' balm, 
And lirvs llir ^ihur,. and tJie ealiii, 
Oi unite inMUi.'ah' iliin-s. 




SHE SHALL HE Sl'OHTlVE \?. THE. V^"«'«. 



NATURE'S LADY. 

" The floating clouds their stale shall lend 

To her ; for her the willows bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see 

Even in the motions of the storm 

Grace that shall mould the maiden's form 

By silent sympathy. 

"'The stars of midnight shall be dear 

To her ; and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place 

Where rivulets dance tlieir waywarcl round, 

And beauty born of murmuring sound 

Shall pass nito her face^ ' 
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TO A RKYLAltK. ^^^| 


H 


-VIL to thee, 


blithe spirit— H 


Bird thou 


never wert — ^^^H 


■I'lKU 


from heaven 


or ^^^1 


I'.ill 


rest thy full 


heart ^^^| 


111 IjrulllM; s 


trains of uiif 


ireiiipflitated art ^^^^^ 



Ili-lier still ami jii-licr 
FlUlll till; KUlll Ili.iM 
Lib- !l i;l<lll[l of lilr; 

Tile bhu' .I.-.-], llioii ■ 
.iii-in- still dost soar, ai 



isr evfr siiij?- 



Iii the -uldeii lieliliiin 



()■.■!■ wliid] d 
rii.iu (lost 



is just begttn. 



TO A SKYLARK. 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of heaven. 

In the broad daylight 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight 



Keen as are the arrows 

Of that silver sphere 
Whose intense lamp narrows 

In the white dawn clear 
Until we hardly see, we feel, that it is there. 



The 



All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 
As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
moon rains out her beams, 
overflowed. 



and heaven is 



What thou art we know not; 

What is most like tliee ? 
From rainbow-clouds tliere flow not 
Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody :■ 



To sympatliy with liope^ and fears it 

Like a high-born maiden 

In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 

Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love which overflov 



Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 

Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass which s( 
the view ; 



m -^ 




THOU ART UNSKEN, BUT VtX 1 UtAk THV illKILL Htl.lGHl. 



^■l^^^l^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 
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TO A SKYLARK. 


1 




jiiiul of vernal showers 
On tlic twinkling grass, 

:ii?i-;iw;ikened flowers — 
All tliiit ever was 


1 


■liivous and 


rluiir and fresh — tliy music doth 


surpass. \ 


T. 
I 


L'lLcii lis, sprite or bird, 
Wiiat sweet thoughts are thine: 
Ijiivl- never heard ^ 





Tl,ul ,■ 



IViiise of lave or wiiif 
anti'il forlii a flooii of I'apture so ()ivine. 



Or Iriunipliiil cliauiit. 
Matclird u-itii iliinc. would be all 
IJiit iin empty vauiit-^ 
iig uluTfin WL' iVc! tluTo i.s some liidden want. 



Wliat ol.jrf-is are llie fountains 

or tla> liappy ^Irain? 
What lii'lds, or wavrH or mountains? 
What shapes of sky or plain ? 
lovr of thine own kind'.' what ignorance of 
pain ? 



TO A SKYLARK. 

With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor cannot be: 
Shadow of annoyance 

Never came near thee: 
Thou lovest, but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal 
stream ? 

We look before and atter, 

And pine for what is not; 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is frauglit ; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 
thought. 

Yet, if we could scorn 

Hate and pride and fear. 
If we were things born 

Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 



TO A SK)ZAA'A: 

IJi-lter than all measures 

(_)!' delightful sound, 
lifitei- than all treasures 

Tli.it in books are found, 

^kill 111 poet were, thou seoruer of the 



T(.';irli me half the gladness 

Tli;it thy hrain must know. 
Smli iMrmonions madness 

Fniiii niv lips would (Icnv 
,rld >liuiikl list, .11 Ihrii IIS I 
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